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BALLADS OP THE ISLE OP MAN. 

Translated from the Manx. 

Ur GEORGK BORROW. 

BROWN "WILLIAM. 

This ballad was written in consequence of the 
execution of William Christian, generally called 
William Donn, or Brown William, from the 
darkness of his complexion, who was shot at 
H&ngo Hill, near Castletown, in the Isle of Man, 
shortly aftor tho Restoration, for alleged treason to 
the Derby family, who long possessed the sove¬ 
reignty of Man. Christian had been Receiver- 
General of the island, and on its being threatened 
by a powerful fleet and army, sent by Cromwell, 
had deemed it expedient to deliver it up on 
honourable conditions, the little kingdom being in 
an almcut utterly defenceless state. For doing bo, 
however, on the downfall of the Protectorate, he 
was tried, and, being convicted by a packed jury, 
was shot. He died with great courage, aud with 
his last breath prayed God to forgive his enemies. 
His body was buried, the day after his execution, 
in tho chancel of the church of Malew, or Saint 
Lupus, in the neighbourhood of Castlotowu. He 
was a man of irreproachable morals and of great 
piety; had old Danish blood in his veins, and 
lived principally at a place a little way to the 


north of Castletown, which bears the Danish or 
Norwegian name of Ronaldsway, or Ranikl’s Oe. 
Christian has l>eon mention oil in a certain novel 
by Walter Scott, called “ Peveril of the Peak,” 
for the Manx materials of which Scott was ckielly 
indebted to an acquaintance of his long resident 
in Man, and who wrote a very creditable history 
of the island. Not daring to attack Christian 
| directly, whom he hated on account of his puri- 
' tanioal principles, ho gave him a aide-thrust, by 
making it appear that he had a brother, whom he 
represents as a consummate villain, though the 
truth 13 that Christian had no brother at all The 
name of Christian is still held in the highest 
veneration in Man ; and the ballad of “Brown 
William,” which gives an account of the betrayal 
of the i>oor patriot, and the vengeance taken by 
the hand of God upon his murderers, is the most 
popular of all the wild songs of Elian Vannin. 

BROWS WILLIAM. 

Let no one in greatness too confident be. 

Nor trust in his kindred, though high their degree j 
For envy and rage will lay any man low : 

Thy murder, Brown William, fills Mona with woe. 

Thou want the Receiver of Mona’s fair state, 

Thy conduct was noble, thy wisdom was great, 

And ne’er of thy rule did she weariness show : 

Thy murder, .Brown William, fills Mona with woe. 

Thy right hand was Earley, and Theah thy right eye; 
Thy state caused thy foeiuen with rage tu swell high ,• 
And envy and rage will lay any man low : 

Thy murder, Brown William, fills Mona with woe. 

How blest thy condition in fair Ronaldsway I 
Thy mansion, how stately ! thy garden, how gay ! ( 

But oli! what disasters from envy do flow : 

Thy murder, Brown William, fills Mona with woe. 

’Twas said at thy trial, by men void of faith, 

The king, by a letter, demanded thy death : 

The jury was frighten’d, and dared not say “ No 3 ” 
Thy murder, Brown William, fills Mona with woe. 

The clan of wild Colcad could ne’er be at rest 
Whilst the race of Christeer. their owu acres possess’d; 
j And envy and spite will briug any man low ; 

, Thy rauider, Browu William, fills Mona with woe. 

1 A band of adulterers, curst and unholy, 

, For Ronaldsway lust, as they did for Logh Molley; 

Of Nabcth, the tragedy’s played here anew : 

Thy murder, Brown William, fills Mona with woe. 

Not one of tho band but received bis just meed 
Who acted a part in that damnable deed : 

To dwindle away the whole band was not slow : 

Thy murder, Brown William, fills Mona with woe. 

To Callaghyn-doo, and to Vannyster roam, 

And call on the Colcad till hoarse ye become : 

Gone, gene is the name so well known long ago : 

Thy murder, Brown William, fills Mona with woe. 

A cripple was Robin for many years long, 

Who troubled and bullied the island when strong : 

His own friends of tending him weary did grow : 

Thy murder, Brown William, fills Mona with woe. 

Sly Rielurd took ship with tby blood on his hand ; 

But God cau avenge on tlio sea as ou land ; 

Tiro waves would not bear him, but whelm’d him, I 
trow: 

, Thy muixler. Brown William, fills Mona with woe. 
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One sandal was white and t’other dark brown— 
Lone, lone you have left me here ;— 

But he’d two of one colour* for kirk and for town. 
Lone, lone, and void of cheer. 

“ 0, father, I really can’t walk by your side”— 

Lone, lone you have left me here— 

“If you go to the church iu those sandals of hide.” 
Lone, lone, and void of cheer. 

0, daughter, my dear, if roy brogues give you pain”— 
Lone, lone you have left me here— 

“ There’s that in the coffer will make you look fain.” 
Lone, lone, and void of cheer. 

A million of cursc3 on Mollie Ckarane— 

Lone, lone you have left me here— 

The tirat who gave toclior to daughter in Man. 

Lone, lone, and void of cheer. 


* It ia said that ho contrived to havo two of 011 a colour by 
rubbing pipeclay on the black one. 









